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Letter from the Editor 
 
 
 
 
 
Dear Faculty, Staff, Alumni, and Students of St. John Fisher College, 
 
The fall of 2007 is a semester full of thanks to all.  Thank you to everyone who submitted 
their works for Verbum.  I have had the chance to read many of the pieces and each is 
filled with such insight and emotion.  Thank you for enriching us all with your 
knowledge and talent.  Thank you to the Student Government Association for believing 
in Verbum.  Your additional funds have allowed us to add color to some of the pages of 
the book.  Just as the fall trees change in color, our book, as red as a fall leaf, now has 
color too.  Thank you for picking up a copy of the Fall 2007 Verbum.  Your constant 
support of reading the works of student, faculty, and alumni has allowed us to share and 
evolve as we have.  The Religious Studies Club is happy to present to you: Verbum Fall 
2007.  We will also be having a Movie Night and a Speaker at the end of November.    
We hope to see you there! 
 
Sincerely, 
 
Erin Knoerl 
REST CLUB President 
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Today I met God. 
He asked me, 
"How are you?" 
I wondered why he needed to ask 
Before a moment passed, I knew 
He wanted to be my equal 
"I'm alright." 
We began to walk. 
To where, I'm not certain 
Onwards I went, 
Spilling my heart and soul 
To the One who always knew 
I wished I had known Him longer, 
Had Him to comfort my past. 
As we talked, 
And walked, 
He smiled. 
At one point our movement ceased 
At a mountain top, He began to weep 
"This world is polluted 
By fear, 
Anger, 
Hate, 
And by faithlessness. 
Son, brother, friend of mine - 
Help others see me 
So that I may cure their blindness." 
”Amazing,” I thought. 
”Even as He weeps, He smiles.” 
Can it be? 
That if we are willing, 
We can share God's emotions? 
We were created in His image 
Internally as well. 
We can cry for what He cries for, 
And can always smile as He does 
He's there to comfort me, 
To fill me with happiness. 
I will help others come to know Him, 
So He may be their friend. 
Today I met God, 
And made a friend. 
 
++ Kevin McAlister 
                                                                                                                                 
  
 
 
 
12 Numbers of the Church 
 
One God of all 
Two natures in Christ 
Three members of the Trinity 
Four points of the cross 
Five wounds of Christ 
Six thrice, the infernal beast 
Seven perfect seals 
Eight, regenerating baptism 
Nine fruits of the Spirit 
Ten Commandments still kept 
Eleven good apostles 
Twelve days to Epiphany 
 
 
 
 Peter Santandreu 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                                                                                                 
 
 
Atheist 
 
 
Screaming  
               “He fell …to the grrround… 
Crying: 
                         “I don’t  
Believe In God, 
  I don’t Believe 
           In God. We 
                    All stood watching 
 
As he clutched at his stomach 
       and pounded at the floor with his fists.” 
 
 
A window 
          (dirty) opened to let 
            a single---ray---of---sunshine 
                 onto his face. 
 
 
 
 
*** David E. Parkison 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                                                                                                 
 
 
Willem 
 
 
“I only want a moment, 
 
Of sight and sound and smell.” 
 
“Your time will bring some pain.” 
 
“Yes, but joy as well.” 
 
So off this angel went 
 
To birth and life and death. 
 
 
With great big eyes he took it in. 
 
Their love – soft, warm and sweet. 
 
And while his time was short for them; 
                                                                                                     
Was a gift from God complete. 
 
 
 
 
 
Catherine Zollweg 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                                                                                                 
 
A River Flows 
 
Rivers of life that swell from within  
Submit yourself and be kissed by Him 
Enter His arms of mercy and grace 
Be filled with his glory in your secret place 
Receive him, I beg you, deny him no more 
For he covets your praise, yes its praise he adores 
From the time before time, from then until now 
He’s desired to love you and reveal to you how 
To walk in his power of courage and faith 
To delve deeper in holiness, to wholly partake 
Of wisdom and joy, of blessings divine 
Of favor manifested in quenched areas of your life 
Oh rivers of praise that flow from the heart 
Bare thy soul, surrender and shun him not 
Oh rivers of reverence arise and sing 
Holy, Holy, Holy is the One True King 
Blessings and honor and glory and praise 
Be unto the Lamb, the Ancient of Days 
I yield to you my breath and the confines of my soul 
I surrender to you my all and every thing I hold 
In you I will trust, in you I will stay 
I’ll rest on the promises your word conveys 
                                                                                                                                 
  
That neither life, nor death, nor principality 
Can deter or hinder the destiny you have for me 
Yes, in you I will trust, in you do I boast 
The King of Glory, the Maker of Heaven’s Hosts 
Oh rivers of life that cry out from within 
Prostrate thyself and partake of Him 
 
Selena Cochran 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                                                                                                 
 
Wonder 
 
To this day I wonder why. 
  
What has kept me going?  
The fire is burning,  
Water has yet to quench. 
My thirst or desire,  
Are yet to be satiated.  
  
I live, but not for me I die.  
I have tried and often failed.  
I have worked but not succeeded.  
I have played but got tired.  
I have danced without a song.  
  
Learning and living.  
  
The knowledge is poured in. 
Funneled and filtered, 
Stirred and sifted.  
I let it slide, slowly 
Into me.  
  
My body is here. 
  
Soul and spirit driven 
A stoic vision, 
To live according to Him. 
I try, but never faultless,  
Always one is forgiven. 
  
The end is coming. 
  
Without knowledge to me,  
I am blind to the day. 
When I will pass,  
Not unto death; 
But life again 
 
Walter Casper IV 
 
 
                                                                                                                                 
 
 
On Life 
 
Why are we so robotic, 
Doing the same thing each day? 
Why do we plan our lives and go psychotic, 
When things do not go our way? 
 
But isn’t that the wrong way to go about life, 
Are you not supposed to enjoy every moment of it, 
And along the way make many a friend for whom you’d give your life? 
But we do not savor this live; we, instead, fall into evil’s dark pit. 
 
Money, anger, greed, and selfishness ruin us, 
Causing our souls to crumble. 
We look at others and curse, 
With all that God gave us, we stumble. 
 
But in the end, love will conquer fear and hatred,  
And we will know that the lives we once took for granted, are sacred. 
 
 
Christopher Ferrante 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                                                                                                 
 
  
Faculty Flowers 
Let Me Love You 
 
 
Be silent, let me love you, and you will become a new creation. 
Be silent, let me love you, and you will become a new creation. 
 
My heart is like the dry-cracked ground in the desert, 
Parched and lifeless, longing for water. 
The words of my soul can’t push their way through the hardness. 
The spirit within wonders, “Will it ever grow?” 
 
From within the shelter of transformation, 
Suspended between earth and heaven. 
God works within to form a new creation. 
The butterfly waits for the time when God sets it free. 
 
I send forth the gift of My Holy Spirit, 
Surrounding and filling all the world. 
You, my people, shall be re-created, 
and I shall renew the face of the earth. 
 
Be, just be.  Be, just be. 
Let me love thee.  Let me love thee. 
Yes, you will see.  I’ll set you free. 
 
Be silent, let me love you, and you will become a new creation. 
Be silent, let me love you, and you will become a new creation. 
 
Douglas Della Pietra 
 
 
 
 
                                                                                                                                 
 
 
 
Holy Thursday 2007 
 
Kyries and Glorias ago 
An immortal meal 
Where wine flowed freely 
On DaVinci faces 
Where one man chose 
The whip crack scourge 
Blood red thorns 
And the hammer  
Of hearty nails. 
 
Tonight, years later, 
The tiny child in me  
Weeps 
Not for my sins, 
Real or imaginary, 
But for the splintered pledge 
Of a legendary savior 
Who promised so much 
To so many  
And finally came back 
In disguise 
For me. 
 
 
 Dee (Geraldine) Hogan 
  
 
 
 
                                                                                                                                 
 
 
 
A Singular Smile 
 
 
Nearing forty, conversing with the moon half-asleep, 
Thumbing through years less numbered. 
 
Peace of mind, a glass of wine, 
And a grand belief in what is good 
Easing me into dawn. 
 
A prayer before breakfast, 
Waking my boy for school, 
Calling the sun through morning windows, 
Glad to be alive. 
 
Wondering what I'll say when it's all over-- 
Having to laugh, 
Not knowing for the life of me! 
 
 
 
Linda MacCammon 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                                                                                                 
                                                                                                                                 
 
 
 
Space Mask 
 
Seven days for creation and rest – God took time 
 Order embraced the universe and Beauty shone 
 From a leaf of grass to the mighty centennial tree. 
Lord, they said, it has been in the tomb for four days 
 And by now it must be corrupted to the core. 
 Remove the bandage of those linen strips, and let him go. 
Seven days wrapped in electronic strips I lay in space – 
 Masks and feeding tubes, oxygen and contraptions, 
 New Lazarus I come to life from a world of death. 
 
 
Michael Costanzo 
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Musings on Music:  Wagner, Redemption, and the Divine 
 
 
I.  “Wie büss’ich Sünder meine Schuld?” – Parsifal, Richard Wagner 
“How can I atone for my guilt?” This question is asked by the guileless fool, 
hero of Richard Wagner’s final Music Drama, Parsifal during Act Two; it is a 
sublime scene, and, perhaps, one of the finest examples of artistic mastery in 
existence.  This is certainly open for debate, and subject to personal preference, 
but please allow me to at least use this as an example, since it has been 
instrumental in not only my musical growth, but also in my development and the 
recommitment to my Catholic faith.  When I first heard this music, I wept.  This 
was before I knew the words or had the slightest inclination to its meaning.  It was 
also at a time when I was committed to no particular faith. 
Without belaboring a complete synopsis, Parsifal (Percival) is the hero of 
the grail legend; the only knight, in popular tradition, able to recover the grail.  
Wagner’s Parsifal is similar in purity, but his altered mission is to recover the Holy 
Spear and to heal the unhealing wound of Amfortas, the grail king.   This wound 
was inflicted by the same spear in a moment of moral weakness.  In order to 
accomplish this, Parsifal must first discover his vocation, and he does so at the 
moment that the temptress, Kundry, believes she has successfully ruined him – In 
a passionate embrace, he recoils and cries the name of Amfortas…. 
Mistaking the pain of his lustful longing for the pain of the wound, Parsifal 
remembers the suffering king and finally understands, a fool no more.  Kundry 
                                                                                                                                  
watches on, horrified, always looking for another way to seduce Parsifal so he will 
forget his mission (while also understanding that if he is indeed the savior of 
legend, she can be saved by him).  Parsifal recalls the error of his ways with one 
thematic addition:  
“Erlöser! Rette mich! Auf Schuld befleckten Händen”  
 - Redeemer! Rescue me! From guilt stained hands 
“So rief die Gottesklage, furchtbar, laut mir in die Seele.” 
- So called the God’s cry, terrible, loud in my soul. 
 
“Und ich, der Thor, der Feige zu wilden Knaben thaten floh ich hin!” 
- And I, the fool, the coward, flew to wild, childish desires here! 
 
 “Erlöser! Heiland! Herr der Huld!  Wie büss’ich Sünder meine Schuld?” 
 - Redeemer! Saviour! Lord of Grace! How can I, a sinner, atone for my 
Guilt? 
 
 That the principle theme of Wagner’s final opera is redemption should 
surprise no one familiar with his works. But in writing about Wagner’s music, we 
are most easily attracted to the words that clearly show their respective themes.  
But the question remains:  Does the music itself convey this theme?   
 
II. Music 
 Some call music the universal language.  While I admire the intention 
here, I can’t agree with the analogy.  Language, strictly speaking, is based on 
words, sentences, grammar, etc.  These are constructs developed by humans to 
communicate.  Music is also seemingly constructed, but it is not based on words, 
but rather on imagination, organized sound, and time.  So, do the arrangements 
of musical fundamentals in Act Two of Parsifal indicate any concepts 
independent of the libretto?  This is a challenging question that I believe to be 
                                                                                                                                  
answerable only by probing more deeply the nature of music itself and its 
relationship to God. 
   Of all of the Arts, Music remains the most abstract.  Its canvas is silence, 
time, and the listeners’ minds.  Unbelievable…  This art is not based in language 
or descriptors or visual images.  It is based in pure thought at the location of the 
indescribable.  I can’t see it or touch it.  I can touch the score, but not the music 
itself; I can’t put it on my wall, it is not meant to be there.  It is for everyone, it is 
universal.  The following thoughts occur to me at this point and are worthy of 
some reflection:  only God understands music’s beauty without hearing; humans 
only after a hearing.  Therefore, I would propose that Music can only be 
appreciated in Eternity or by those within the perspective of time.  Simply, God 
does not require a “hearing” to know that Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony has 
beauty, because “hearing” implies an activity that happens within the 
perspective of time; God does not exist in time, but in Eternity.  Perhaps then, 
God understands its beauty outside any perspective that we’re able to 
comprehend.  Therefore, music’s nature is partially outside of ourselves and our 
human perception.  These thoughts are worth many years of reflection on my 
part, and may be beyond the scope of what I’m writing about here, but I 
believe it may assist in connecting music with something more rich than human 
will. 
How does this apply to our fundamental reception of music?  Does music, 
then, speak?  To put it succinctly: No, except if composed with words.  Music 
alone does not speak, and to give it descriptors that relate it to language only is 
to weaken and lessen what music’s nature actually is.  Music is the organization 
                                                                                                                                  
of sound through time; it is also eternal:  Discovered by humans, not created by 
them.  When Wagner wrote this scene, God blessed him with the faculties to 
discover the words, the music, and the orchestration.  It was inspired by God’s 
blessings and grace.  Again, after reflecting and writing on this, it is my firm belief 
that to say that this music is adequate in describing redemption is to grossly 
undervalue what music truly is.  If I am correct in saying that music is eternal, then 
this scene must not only describe atonement, but must also in part be 
atonement itself or, at the very least, a reminder of atonement from the very 
person of God.  Music cannot then simply be descriptive (although it is); it must 
be something more.  It must exist in pure thought; communicating ideas that are 
indescribable with language; communicating with the soul (in addition to the 
mind).  I must conclude that my own tears shed over this (and other) piece(s) of 
music are a result of being given something, and in some cases, I’m being given 
something that I don’t believe I deserve.  The end result is my gratitude, because 
no matter what I have done, the gifts are not being withheld from me.  I have 
been led to redemption by music and therefore the grace of God without a 
thought in words. 
 
III.  Wagner 
 This question might occur to some of you:  “Did Wagner think this?”  It 
doesn’t matter…  Wagner may give himself the credit or not, who cares?  We 
know it is inspired by the way we respond to it, by how it affects us.  By the fact 
that there is enough merit in this work to continue to perform it.  We do know this 
about Wagner:  During the composition of Tristan und Isolde, he stated that Act 
                                                                                                                                  
III is becoming “something frightening”; indicating that the composition was 
leading itself.  That allowance (release of control, I would say, or deference to 
God’s guidance) made Wagner effective as a composer, and arguably of the 
three greatest composers of all time (of Wolgang Mozart, Ludwig Van 
Beethoven, and Wagner).  At the premier of Tristan und Isolde (Munich 1865) 
people were scandalized that the overture was “too sensual”.  This is a 
compliment to the culture that stated it (for at least they recognized sensuality in 
music), and to the composer who was blessed enough to allow the inspiration to 
bear its fruit.  This does not mean that we accept the clichéd extreme either.  The 
truth is, to say that God wrote Wagner’s works is erroneous; Wagner did in fact 
write these works (by choice he used his God given abilities), but they were 
conceived in Eternity.  Music, in this sense then, is a beautiful example of 
humankind seeking communion with the divine. 
 Since no conversation about Wagner would be complete without 
discussing his questionable behavior and lurid opinions, I will attempt not to 
disappoint the readers on this.  There may be some among you who are aghast 
that I am calling this “odious” man divinely inspired (let alone bringing in Tristan 
und Isolde as an example, given the scandals around its production), but I 
cannot accept a disgust of what is heavenly on the irrelevant grounds that his 
character may be drawn into question.  Would I reject the work of Chesterton 
due to modern frequent and annoying misinterpretation?  Do I reject all of 
Augustine because I believe his ideas about sexuality may be unhealthy?  Or 
more strongly, do I reject Christ because of my repulsion to the intolerance of 
some Christians?  How then can I reject what is beautiful in Wagner because of 
                                                                                                                                  
my repulsion of that which is not?  If I reject what is human in one human being 
for his or her failings, I must reject all humans because we all fail. This is a 
loneliness that is inconceivable.  I do not know how God has judged Wagner – I 
could not begin to presume to know the mind of God on this, but what I do know 
is that Wagner was a human being, a child of God, and very gifted.  All of these 
things obligate me to realize that my mission is not Wagner’s, so any comparison 
is absurd.  Would I have disagreed with the man?  Yes.  Was his earthly mission 
fulfilled?  God knows, only…  I know that Wagner contributed as much musically 
to our culture as was possible for a person to do.  He remains controversial, but 
indisputably blessed.   I hope only to be given that same credit. 
 What I can say from where I am about Wagner is this: God used his work 
to facilitate my conversion.  Parsifal reminded me of the Christian Difference: 
Redemption.  No other faith or system of belief that I tried out in my time as an 
agnostic was as forgiving as this Catholic (Universal) principle.  That God loves 
me and has done great things for me in spite of how arrogant I was is an 
immense lesson; that the true God was a more forgiving God than I was for 
myself was a liberation!  God prepared me with Parsifal; Can I then believe that 
God used an uninspired work in my reclamation?  I do not assume that; humans 
can judge and reject, but to presume that God judges and rejects based on our 
perceptions, is dangerous and actually fairly ridiculous.  Simply, God is far more 
creative than us when it comes to our callings. 
 
 
 
                                                                                                                                  
  
 
 
IV. Final Thoughts 
 What conclusion can be drawn from this study?  I think that it presents an 
area of thought that is gentle to some, frivolous to others, and perhaps even 
frightening to some as well.  I have begun something here that I know I will be 
considering for the rest of my life.  The answers I have suggested are very strongly 
compelled by the theme of the overwhelming force of God’s love; music at its 
best is a clear, shining gleam from that place.  It represents what we long for, 
and, perhaps, where we fell from.  Its combination with the human tool of 
language is proof of our humanness; that we are indeed constructed blood, 
bone, mind, heart, soul, and the thought that at least in some small way we can 
know and attain the divine gives us hope.  At a time when hope is failing in the 
capacity of human beings to do good, it is this thought that restores our dignity.  
This is not news to many of us, but that music can have such a powerful role in 
our lives might be.  So listen well, let tears or laughter come.  “So called the cry of 
God…  Terrible, loud in my soul” - Wagner spoke well here in words and music.   
 
*** Michael Costik 
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Jodi & Jonathan and a ‘holy’ trinity 
 June 2, 2007 
 
 
Catholic Parish-Based Religious Instruction: Bearing the Burden 
 
by 
 
Jonathan Schott, Associate Director of Christian Formation 
Church of the Transfiguration 
Pittsford, NY 
 
 
 
In a story produced by local Rochester, New York media outlet WHAM 
television and WHAM-am radio, recent figures illustrate that enrollment in Catholic 
schools in the Roman Catholic Diocese of Rochester is declining. An integral part of 
Catholic education—faith formation—is now largely provided by parish based religious 
education and faith formation programs. The religious instruction that children received 
in the school classroom is now being provided by a largely volunteer force in individual 
parish programs. The question remains: can these parish based programs bear the burden? 
The answer to this dilemma is a simple and plain yes. In fact, parish-based 
religious instruction may be superior to religious education in the Catholic school 
classroom. There are several reasons for this conclusion. First, parish based programs are 
for the most part supervised by a trained professional in the field of youth religious 
instruction. These parish employees are frequently graduate-educated in the fields of 
theology or ministry and are very well suited and equipped to provide parish families 
with the knowledge, pastoral care, and resources readily needed to develop the faith 
within the hearts of our young people. Secondly, those who volunteer their time and 
talent as Faith Formation Catechists are trained specifically to instruct in the matters of 
the faith—they are not trained math or science teachers spending some time each day 
covering the required religious materials dictated by the curriculum of the Catholic 
    
 school system. These volunteers are offered training in their home parishes, regionally, 
and Diocesan-wide to develop their skills as teachers whose primary goal is to instruct 
the children in their faith-journey.  
The downside to this increase in parish based program enrollment is that 
frequently, those called to serve within this ministry are subject to “burn-out” and 
“volunteer bankruptcy.” Professional faith formation ministers—who may oversee a 
program that enrolls 500-plus children in religious instruction and may also be 
responsible for other parish ministries such as sacramental preparation and mandated 
child protection and safety programs—frequently spend many evenings, weekends, and 
extra hours in the office to get the job done. The majority of these professionals—with 
advanced graduate degrees—are compensated to a lower degree than those in the private 
sector with comparable positions. In a recent faith formation employees’ salary survey 
commissioned in April, 2000 by the United States Conference of Catholic Bishops it was 
reported that the national average base salary for full-time faith formation ministers is 
$21,200 annually, while in a similar survey (June, 2005) the National Association of 
Elementary School Principals lists the national average salary for an elementary school 
assistant principal—a position comparable in terms of training, education, and time 
commitment to that of a faith formation minister—as $63,140 annually. Of course, no 
one who chooses ministry does so for financial reward, but there is a case to compensate 
these ministers adequately and appropriately for the time and effort they put into their 
chosen career path. Many of these ministers have chosen this work as their career and 
thus they have the associated cost of living that comes with being residents of the 
community in which they work. If parishes are to respond and meet the increased faith-
formation needs of the faithful, the quality standard of those who provide those ministries 
must also increase on a commensurate level.  
Additionally, the increase in parish based programs is leading to volunteer 
“bankruptcy.” There is a larger and ever-growing demand for volunteer assistance in 
carrying out the mission of faith formation and therefore a need for “more and more 
bodies.” Frequently these parish based programs require such high amount of volunteers 
to accommodate the amount of participants and to meet required student-adult ratios. In 
the Diocese of Rochester the ratio is a 6:1—six children per one adult leader. Faith 
Formation ministers are forced to spend large amounts of time recruiting volunteers—
volunteers who often are involved in other ministries—and attempting to equip them with 
the skills needed to offer quality faith education. What results is a “bankruptcy” of 
resources where under-trained and over-extended volunteers are given a trial by fire in a 
ministry which should be looked upon as a blessing and an opportunity, but rather is 
looked upon as a chore or problem obligation. 
In any case, these parish faith formation ministers will continue to meet the needs 
of the children with open minds, open hearts, and open arms. Never before has there been 
such quality and depth of religious instruction in parishes. These ministers are embracing 
new technologies, new concepts, and new models for forming the faithful Catholic and 
will—regardless of salary or time commitment—continue to “speak God’s wisdom, 
secret and hidden, which God decreed before the ages for our Glory.” (1 Cor 2:7) 
 
 
    
         The “Life and Miracles” of Fisher Alumnus… 
 
I was asked if I would write a brief piece concerning my post-graduation activities 
for an issue of Verbum. There is a lot to tell. More than I can remember. More than I am 
able to express clearly. 
 
The two years that I spent at SJFC seem so far away. I find it hard to remember 
the look of the buildings, the feel of the classrooms, and I never did experience much of 
the landscaping; my flights from building to building were mostly spent with my eyes to 
the ground, thinking. All in all I was extremely introverted at Fisher. Even so, I did 
manage to make some friends there, whom I hope to keep very close for many years. I 
came to Fisher with an aching desire for knowledge. Life had risen before me then, 
bewildering me. In the face of existence we are confronted with a heavy demand, to 
search; and more than in books, I found what I was looking for at Fisher in people, 
especially in Father Costanzo, and Professor Brimlow. Their hospitality was the first 
emerging relief to much of my confusion. Always illumined in our conversations, was a 
clear path of self-sacrificial love. 
 
In the fall of 2006 I entered Holy Cross Greek Orthodox School of Theology in 
Boston, MA to pursue a Masters degree in Theological Studies. It took a great deal of 
effort to relocate our family but thankfully it was well worthwhile. The campus here is 
full of children, so it is a wonderful place for my daughters and son. Shortly after we 
moved here we began attending Holy Trinity Orthodox Cathedral. After meeting several 
times with the parish priest, Fr. Robert Arida, we were received as catechumens. And on 
Lazarus Saturday (the Saturday before Palm Sunday) we became full members of the 
Orthodox Church by rite of Chrismation. I am writing this on Easter Sunday at the end of 
a vigorously trying and at the same time indescribably beautiful Holy Week. I have been 
learning many things since coming here. The depth of Orthodox theology seemingly has 
no end, for one reason: it is not theology that can be learned through books, it is theology 
that can only be experienced in a life of worship and community. The faculty here 
reminds the students of this point frequently and adamantly: Christian theology is not 
about ideas, it is about a person, Jesus Christ. Everything is not merely relative, but is 
truly relational. 
 
As I begin my second year at Holy Cross Greek Orthodox School of Theology, I 
am not sure what will become of me and my family in the future. Boston seems too 
expensive for a family of five to scrape by.  Perhaps a Phd?  Perhaps Priesthood?  God 
only knows. Peace to all. 
 
Jeffrey Frate  
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The World I Have Experienced  
 
It took me a couple of days to really figure out how I see my world. It hasn’t been a 
pretty sight for me. I keep thinking that one day I will finally be more positive about the 
world, but it never seems to happen. It see the world as a crazy and bizarre place. 
I was born into a family of Christians and Muslims. My father is Muslim and my mom is 
Catholic. The families weren’t very thrilled to be mixed, but it happened. I practiced a 
little bit of both religions, and celebrated all the holidays. Everything was fine until the 
different religions started to fight each other over religion in my birth country of Bosnia. 
It was one group trying to wipe out the other. Houses were burned, villages were 
bombed, children, men and women were being killed because of their religion. Trying to 
pass through cities, I had to hide my Muslim last name and make up an Orthodox (Serb) 
last name to be able to get by. Otherwise, we would most likely have gotten killed even if 
I was only eight years old. My family and I had to leave our country because we were 
Muslims, for we realized we had no future there. I kept thinking that if we got away 
things would be fine, that it wouldn’t matter what religion I was, or where I was from. 
But that wasn’t the case. While living in Germany we were discriminated against for 
being Muslim, even though we were also Christian. Religious extremism is what drove 
my family out of our country, and made us struggle for the next ten years, and caused a 
great deal of pain in my life. That is why religion is not something I look into or believe 
very much in.  
 
     
  
 
 
 
Why doesn’t he hear me? I mean God or Allah. It is the same God to me. I feel like he 
has never really heard any of my prayers since I’ve been little. I prayed to God to help 
my family get out of this war, and find a normal life to finally start living. Every time I  
think that things are finally going better, they go wrong again. Even though I believe in 
God, sometimes I don’t think he hears anything or sees anything. I don’t look for him to 
get my mother out of her depression, or relieve me of my sadness, anger and hurt. I can 
say that I have experienced pain throughout my whole life, and now I’m not much of a 
happy positive person. I don’t see the world as a happy place. I see the world from my 
past as black and white, and I try to look at the future in this world in a brighter way. That 
maybe someday this will all end and I can finally believe in something, because right 
now I don’t believe in much of anything.  
 
Ines Herovic 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
     
 The Eyes of God 
 
 
It has been my belief that one’s faith should always be the center of his or her life; 
I know this has not always been the case with me, but more often than not, I feel that I do 
a decent job. Having been raised in the Christian tradition, I have come to see the world 
through a distinctly Christian lens regarding moral issues. Someone told me once that a 
prophet is nothing more than a person who sees the world through the eyes of God. I do 
not, under any circumstance, claim to be a prophet, and I feel that the above statement 
does do something to undermine the prophet’s status.  I do feel that this - to see the world 
through the eyes of God - is an achievable goal. 
 When I speak about seeing the world through the eyes of God, I am talking about 
being saddened by injustices to humanity. By looking at a poor man on the street begging 
for money and watching everyone passing him by; by listening to peers talk about the 
most immoral of actions and seeing that they really have no idea that what they are doing 
is by any means wrong; and, by reading signs on the side of the road that support hatred 
toward life in all its forms and stages, I feel the injustice of it all.  If one can look upon 
these things and be filled with sadness, he or she is looking at the world through the eyes 
of God. There are of course always two sides to the story, and I must here also 
acknowledge all the good that is present in the world. I have also witnessed the world as 
God sees it and been overjoyed by the amount of love that is at work within it. To see the 
mentally and physically challenged engaging in play and other affirming activities with 
other people, as if their disability didn’t exist; to see a faith community, young and old 
alike, come together to worship; and to see a person who is dealing with a loved one’s 
death taking the event not as an end, but as a beginning, surely pleases God. It is only 
     
 when I can see the world through the eyes of God that I can look into myself and assess 
the changes I need to make to become a better Christian. And only when this happens do 
I feel that I have enough credibility to give others a small push in the right direction. 
Looking through the lens of faith is a funny thing; society seems to be lacking in some 
way, and it would seem that those who lead a God-pleasing life are somehow 
marginalized to make way for the moral decay of the day.     
 It is important to state here that there is a difference between looking at the world 
through a lens of faith and seeing the world through the eyes of God.  The difference is 
that one can look through a lens of faith and see the world for what it is, allowing for a 
religious slant to interpret it. However, looking through the eyes of God is viewing the 
world, and its actions, mostly concerning justice to humanity, not only for what they are, 
but also for what they should be. These moments when one sees through the eyes of God 
are few and far in between, but when they come I feel very close to my purpose in life; if 
only I could muster them forever! But, as Jesus denied Peter’s request to remain at the 
site of the transfiguration, we, too, must move on into the world and try to do our best 
with what we have seen and what we have been given.  
 In conclusion, I would like to say that it is not easy to see the world through a lens 
of faith, and it is even harder to see it through the eyes of God. But, if one does receive 
this gift to see the world through the eyes of God even if not often, and actively lives a 
life  pleasing to God, then one is only a lifetime away form a paradise promised by Jesus 
to the righteous. The road is not easy and is seldom traveled to its full extent, but at its 
end there is the greatest reward of all: peace. 
*** Peter Santandreu 
     
  
 From Our Guest Essayist 
 
The Lens of Faith 
 
For seven years during the nineties, I taught a course at St. Michael’s College in the 
University of Toronto called Christianity and Science.  It served as an introduction to the 
science division of the Christianity and Culture Program. In that context, it illustrated the 
essential relationship that Christianity has had to the development of the modern 
disciplines of natural science out of the ancient and Medieval discipline of natural 
philosophy. It was a full-year course. The first semester introduced to the students a 
lesson that many did not expect and some were reluctant to accept: that the scientific 
knowledge which we hold as certain, can only be described as provisional at best. Some 
were loath to accept this because the lens of culture has focused upon us the opposite 
image of absolute certainty. 
Generally, it is not too difficult to convince people of the non-confirmable nature of 
religious faith. Anyone who prays knows that it is a less reliable means of attaining 
results than ordering goods on the internet. The very nature of faith is that it is non-
confirmable. Religions teach and religious people believe in what they cannot see—a 
God beyond time, space, and physical measurement. Religious truths are not 
     
 scientifically confirmable because they are beyond sense perception, the essential 
prerequisite of empirical inquiry. 
However, holding scientific facts does require a kind of belief, albeit a structure of 
belief quite different from religious faith. Do science students personally confirm every 
fact taught to them in class by experiments in the lab? Do they believe what the professor 
says is true? Or do they just store it in their short-term memories long enough to 
download it permanently onto an in-class exam paper? 
What shocked some students in my Christianity and Science course was that the best 
thing we can say about scientific truth is that it is also conjectural and not certain, perhaps 
even less certain than religious faith because doubt is the essence of scientific discovery. 
I am not suggesting that Pythagoras’s theory will one day be overturned, but that the 
broader and more wide-ranging conclusions of science as done by scientists and reported 
increasingly in the media are much more in doubt than the Discovery Channel reports in 
their “gee-wiz” fashion. 
The truth about the universe is an enormous truth that we discover pieces of, slowly 
but surely as research dollars are spent and enormous efforts are made by clever 
scientists. However, what we learned yesterday, and hold as true today can to varying 
degrees, and may in all likelihood, be displaced or broadened by knowledge we will learn 
tomorrow. This is what makes science exciting, but can also lead to public skepticism 
because last year’s warning about drinking coffee might lead to its praise next year as the 
cure-all for cancer. 
We might conclude then that there is no scientific truth, merely scientific facts, that 
like cell phone models, become continuously re-marketed with new and intriguing 
     
 features. Science is a study of what can be observed in the physical world, either through 
our senses or through machines that extend our senses beyond what they ordinarily 
detect. Observation is ongoing and continues to be so for as long as we train our eyes on 
the vastness of the universe. However, it is possible that scientific truth will one day be 
unattainable, even though it may take a million years. 
Those who confess religious faith do not and cannot know God in this same way. God 
is not measurable because God transcends the physical universe, outside of the measuring 
range of scientific instruments. The truths of faith are not scientific truths. What cannot 
be measured by science cannot be verified as scientific fact. Scientific belief and religious 
faith are two different ways of knowing, and because of that, science cannot directly 
prove God’s existence nor, however, can it disprove it. God is not measurable therefore 
not an object of scientific study, provisional or otherwise. 
By the same token, faith cannot prove or disprove scientific fact. There is no science 
in bible. The scientific method did not exist per se prior to the eighteenth century. The 
bible is the theological record of a community of faith, accepted as revealed truth, not 
proven in a laboratory. What is true is more than merely material truth. What we perceive 
as transcendent religious truth, or if you will non-material truth, is beyond a trillion 
human lifetimes to even dent the surface.  
Some scientists believe that science has annihilated the validity of religious faith. 
These scientists do not know epistemology. Richard Dawkins is one of them. Recently he 
embarrassed himself by publishing a book The God Delusion, where he tried to disprove 
God’s existence using the scientific method. To deny at least the possibility that science 
     
      
is not the only truth overstep the bounds of the scientific method. To say so is actually a 
religious statement. Let’s pursue an example: 
Religious faith or a personal experience of God is scientifically irrefutable. Scientists 
can only say that there are no scientific proofs for God’s existence, nothing more, and 
any theologian would agree, wholeheartedly. Scripturally based religions hold that God’s 
personal revelation of divinity to humanity began in ancient time and continues now 
because personal testimony of faith throughout history has been unbroken. We cannot 
measure this. No measurement can disprove it. However, we can observe the universe, 
which some people believe God created for us to reflect upon.  
Both science and scripture say we are made up of the very stuff of that universe – 
stardust. As we continue to study and reflect upon our universe, the consciousness of this 
universe reflects upon itself, and ever peers through various methodological lenses to 
what we believe lies beyond.  
 
Fr. Donald J. Lococo, CSB 
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Thérèse 
 
Devoted in Spirit and Body: 
The Love Affair of a Young Woman 
 
 
 
 
I:     “My Vocation is Love!”   (Ellsberg 428) 
 
Living only twenty four years, Thérèse Martin left a priceless legacy. She exemplified the 
act of simple adoration. Her humble attitude and constant battle of will are inspiring mostly at the 
recognition of her completely human existence. Her truly romantic view of the relationship with 
the Divine is beautiful and signifies the foundation she built her life upon.  
Thérèse’s life began as any average citizen. Being the youngest of nine children 
(although most literature focuses on the five youngest daughters), she was born in Alencon, 
France in 1873 and moved to Lisieux following the death of her mother, Thérèse being only the 
age of four (cfr Delaney 550). She was described as an emotional child who often suffered from 
extreme sadness and sensitivity. One author, Sainte-Marie, labeled the death of her mother as a 
“profound blow for the young girl” (70). She was then raised by her sister Pauline, and referred to 
her as mama from that point on. She attended the Benedictine Abbey school at Lisieux, however 
was not well received by her classmates. Incredibly bright, her social demeanor seemed to be 
affected by her innocence and purity. After seeing two of her sisters enter the Carmel at Lisieux, 
she felt her calling at fourteen. Ellsberg states, “as a teenager she had literally stormed heaven to 
win acceptance into the Carmelite Convent” (427).  
She entered Carmel on April 9, 1888, at the age of fifteen. The last nine years of her life 
were spent within the walls of this cloistered community. Again battling and overcoming 
skepticism due to her age and questionable intent behind her entrance, Therese quickly gained 
respect and admiration from the sisters. She was described by many as having an angelic 
    
 presence, from first appearance. Her “little ways” inspired not only those who knew her while 
alive, but her autobiography continues to light the path of many on the spiritual journey. 
 
II. “Suffering is the Key, Love Isn’t” 
 Thérèse, directed by Leonardo Defilippis was a beautiful film produced in 2004. This 
modern approach focused on the Martin family dynamic and developed the character of Thérèse 
through these connections. He assisted the viewer in understanding the relationship between 
Thérèse and each member. Although little can truly be presented about her mother, Thérèse did 
experience a change from her carefree early days to the difficult time she had expressing and 
coping with the loss of her mother. It was touching to hear her speak the words, “Pauline will be 
my mother now,” after the funeral. Leaving her prone to tantrums and hysteria, she was coddled 
by her family and this presented her with an innocence that seemed difficult for her peers to 
digest. It spoke clearly of the love and commitment a family can exhibit and, I believe, allowed 
for the devotion she developed for her faith. 
 A short time was spent depicting the difficulty she experienced at school, labeled as a 
teacher’s pet. Although not uncommon, Thérèse appeared to be the victim of jealousy. There was 
a scene that took place at school; Therese overheard two students speaking irreverently of one of 
their instructors and responded to these comments of ill intent by asking the two girls to take it 
back, that they should never speak in that manner. They were quick to tell her that no one could 
stand “baby” Thérèse and her “perfection”. This greatly troubled Thérèse, and the innocence of 
her naïve nature was tainted. She then experienced unhappiness at school and in her social 
interactions. Her father, Louis Martin, was convinced by the five girls to allow Pauline to teach 
Thérèse at home. For the first time after the death of her mother, Thérèse was shown happy and 
full of life. Defilippis illustrated the unique relationship between Pauline and Thérèse in a 
captivating approach and enabled the viewer to comprehend the devastating impact of Pauline’s 
entrance to the Carmelite convent in Lisieux. Again finding herself alone, Thérèse began to sink 
    
 back into depression at the age of ten. Unable to visit Pauline at Carmel, it was at the end of 1883, 
that she experienced her “Christmas conversion” (Sainte-Marie 76). Rich with symbols of 
Catholic statuary and Marian devotion, the vigilant prayer the Martin family engaged in was 
successful at demonstrating the transformation of Thérèse from child to young woman. 
 As Thérèse and each of her sisters left, Defilippis had dressed the women in black. This 
to me held significance in several aspects. On one hand, there is the death of life according to will 
of self as they each were surrendering to the will of God, not only abandoning life in the outside 
world, but truly losing their identity and given a new name in the monastery. Also, there is the 
grief and loss felt as each ventured away from the home, losing the physical and emotional love 
they were able to express while living under the same roof. Leaving behind the footprints of their 
childhood and entering womanhood with the sacrament of marriage, not to any man, but God 
alone, the stark contrast to the bride in white speaks of the solemnity of these sacred vows. 
 The scenes depicting Thérèse’s struggle to gain acceptance into Carmel at fifteen, show 
her courage and conviction as she felt her “beloved calling to her”. Knowing that a simple change 
in her appearance would present an older woman, she displayed maturity as she sought 
permission from her priest, then the bishop and finally the pope. Although none of these men 
were quick to grant her admission, I believe her strong commitment emanated from her pleading 
words as she was ultimately admitted in 1888. It is here, that the movie begins to celebrate her 
yearning for Jesus and true love for the romantic relationship she sought in her spiritual life. 
Humor could be found, in this film, in her beginnings at Carmel as she was at the mercy of a nun 
who was sure to break her. Doubting Thérèse’s intentions, assuming instead to be a means of 
being close to her sisters, she was quick to point out her shortcomings and mistakes, as well as 
discount her abilities. Where normally she might defend herself, Defilippis instead identified her 
decision to sacrifice her will and simply accept blame where it was planted regardless of 
accuracy. A powerful statement to the submissive nature she was adopting. Represented here is 
her “method of spirituality”, self named, “the Little Way,” in which she chose to “perform[ing] 
    
 her everyday actions and suffer[ing] each petty insult or injury in the presence of love of God” 
(Ellsberg 427).  
 Alain Cavalier, in his movie, incredibly portrayed her life in the monastery and I was 
taken with his choice of romantic language. Thérèse was often viewed in conversation with a 
fellow novice speaking of the courting with her Beloved and His calling to His bride. There was a 
beautiful scene of her long awaited entrance and the bridal ceremony with her family present. 
Here she was dressed in a white gown and exuded authentic pleasure in this induction. As she 
entered her room in Carmel, she stated “I will be here forever” with such profound peace and 
resolution. Previous to her entrance into Carmel Cavalier told of her prayer for Pranzini, a man on 
the verge of execution. She intervened with relentless hope for his salvation and upon hearing he 
had kissed a crucifix the day he was beheaded, she proclaimed, “I saved him. I won.” This was 
powerful in displaying her transformation from self will, outside Carmel, to relinquishing all 
honor to God inside the walls of the monastery where she stated, “a grain of sand bears no 
shadow”. 
She began to question her favor after being diagnosed with Tuberculosis, the disease that 
ultimately claimed her life, when she inquired of Pauline, “Is he mad at me?” I was reminded of a 
scene earlier in the film where Pauline calmed Thérèse’s doubt with the words, “Knock again, 
suffering is the key, love isn’t”. As Therese lay in extreme suffering, her sister Céline was by her 
bedside. She instructed Céline to respond each time she said “it hurts” with “good”. After the two 
went back and forth several times, weeping together, again her faith was rewarded as calm 
returned to her face, replacing the pain that had stricken her physical body. 
III. Romancing the Ordinary 
“Thérèse of the Child Jesus and the Holy Face is the youngest of all the “Doctors of the Church” but her 
ardent spiritual journey shows such maturity, and the insights of the faith expressed in her writings are so 
vast and profound that they deserve a place among the great spiritual masters.” (Pope John Paul II) 
    
  Appropriately named Thérèse of the Child Jesus her writings lead many on the journey of 
little ways, that of spiritual childhood. Her message radiates out from the Catholic church and has 
spread throughout the world. Her autobiography, now titled The Story of a Soul, was compiled 
from three manuscripts she wrote in the last years of her life. It was published just one year after 
her death and has been translated in about 50 languages (cfr Society of the Little Flower, no 
page). She is recognized as one of the great masters of the spiritual life in our time. Studying 
intensely the wisdom enlightened by Sts. Teresa of Avila and John of the Cross, Thérèse lead her 
novices on the path of holiness, centering her teaching on love. 
 Manuscript A was written at the request of her sister Pauline, then prioress of the 
monastery and called sister Agnes of Jesus. In this section, Therese recounted her childhood 
experiences, especially those contributing to her religious growth, up to her entrance into Carmel. 
Manuscript B, written at the request of her sister Céline, called sister Marie of the Sacred Hearts, 
speaks more of the maturity of her spiritual life and her vocation as “the Bride of Christ and 
Mother of souls” (cfr Society, no page). A few months before her death, again at the request of 
one of her sisters, she completed her recollections of her life in Carmel. Here, Thérèse recounts 
some of her spiritual experiences during the final days of her life. She devoted much of this 
writing to her trial of faith during her illness and “a grace of purification that immersed [s] her in 
a long and painful dark night, illuminated by her trust in the merciful, fatherly love of God” (cfr 
Society, no page). 
 In the chapter titled The Night of the Soul, she wrote to Pauline about her intense desire to 
become a Saint. She stated that, in comparison, she herself was “as far removed from them as a 
grain of sand trampled underfoot by the passer-by is from the mountain whose summit is lost in 
the clouds” (Lisieux 151). Instead of being discouraged by this realization, she felt is was God’s 
will that she recognized her own little way and seek out her path to heaven amidst her many 
imperfections. In searching scripture for a “suggestion” on how to accomplish this great feat, 
Thérèse quoted Proverbs 9:4, “whosoever is a little one, let him come to Me” (Lisieux 152). This 
    
 served as the basis of her spiritual journey and set the course for her life of devout intention. Here 
she found that one experiences that everything comes from God and returns to Him. 
Her complete abandonment of physical awareness was replaced with a natural focus on 
spiritual awareness. In recounting her experiences with tuberculosis she wrote, “Jesus gave me 
the hope that I should soon join Him in His beautiful Heaven” (154). After laying her head down 
to rest, she felt “a hot steam rise to her lips”; however, because she had already blown out her 
lamp for the evening, she willed herself to sleep, and awoke the next morning remembering that 
she “had some good news to learn” (154). Upon seeing the blood on her handkerchief, she 
responded, “What hope filled my heart!” (154). She believed this to be the calling of her Beloved, 
“like a sweet distant murmur, heralding his joyful approach” (154). Only genuine communion 
with the Divine could elicit such a unique response. Although she did later relapse with episodes 
of extreme desperation, her courage and faith are clearly evident amidst these times of physical 
agony as demonstrated in this letter to her brother missionaries, “Our Divine Lord asks no 
sacrifice beyond our strength” (Lisieux 369). Enduring the anguish of tuberculosis, she lived with 
this illness in the spirit of true faith and patience. Continuing to serve as mistress of novices, she 
devoted herself to prayer and meditation and began in 1894 to write the first of her manuscripts 
(cfr Delaney 551). In a letter to one of her spiritual brothers, Fr Bellière, she wrote, “I am not 
dying; I am entering life” (Lisieux 308). 
 From childhood she was taught by her family to participate in prayer and worship and as 
she immersed herself in meditation on the Word of God with passion and dedication, her 
exceptional faith took shape. In what society would deem the prime of youth, she received the 
maturity of holiness. Adopting a quote from St John of the Cross, her motto became “Love is 
repaid by Love alone” (Lisieux 204). Understanding the fragile nature of her own physical body, 
she demonstrated her commitment to love in the prayer of salvation for all others. On page 205 of 
Lisieux’ autobiography, she continues, “I can neither preach the Gospel nor shed my blood… but 
    
 what does it matter? My brothers labour in my stead while I, a little child, stay close to the 
Throne and love Thee for all those who are in the strife.” 
In the last days of her life she spoke intently of her excitement to enter heaven. Leaving 
behind fear and doubt she proclaimed with great boldness her anticipation to truly begin her 
mission, that which she described, “to make others love God as I love Him… to teach souls my 
little way… I will spend my heaven in doing good upon earth”. “And what is the ‘little way’ that 
you would teach?” asked Mother Agnes of Jesus? “It is the way of spiritual childhood, the way of 
trust and absolute self-surrender,” (Lisieux 231-2). Ellsberg describes this vision as the ability to 
“transform any situation into a profound arena for holiness”, that essentially, “through the effect 
of subtle ripples, (one can) make a significant contribution to transforming the world” (428). 
The Society of the Little Flower points to her autobiography as the primary source for her 
spiritual doctrine, however it does reference to a possession by the Vatican of 266 letters Therese 
wrote in addition to over 50 poems. On page 379 of her autobiography is published My Song of 
To-Day. Simple was her focus on one solitary day to set her intention on preparing her heart for a 
few hours at a time. The first of four stanzas declared her love for Jesus and her soul’s desire to 
imitate His love. She begs Him to fill her heart, repeating for today, today. The second stanza 
states that if her mind does wander into tomorrow, and she allows these thoughts to plague her 
heart with “dreary, dull dismay”, that she would crave these “trials and sufferings” yet only for 
one day. She leads the third with a lovely devotion to Mary, pleading her to intervene with Jesus 
and let her “tired spirit rest”, for just one passing day. Her poem ends in the fourth and final 
stanza by expressing, again, her anticipation to enter Heaven, where she will celebrate for eternity 
and sing in angelic concordance for “then shall be mine the joy that never knows decay” (Lisieux 
379). 
Perhaps the greatest gift her writings offer is a testimony to the attainable grace of God. 
A grace that is available to all, through no tremendous act of courage or bravery, but through the 
purification of body and spirit. From a young woman who sought so fervently the distinction of a 
    
 Saint, her ordinary life leads all to an extraordinary faith. “According to Thérèse, each moment, 
accepted and lived in a spirit of love, is an occasion for heroism and a potential step along the 
path to sanctity” (Ellsberg 428). Thérèse is a teacher of spiritual life whose profound message 
continues to illuminate those that study her writings, not solely her autobiography, but also her 
correspondence and poetry. Not only does she create an accessible pathway to the Gospels, as she 
quotes both the Old and New Testaments extensively, she also inspires a deep love affair with the 
Divine. Following the teachings of Teresa of Avila, she urges examination of the heart, for where 
sincere love is, there also will the heart be. And if one is truly living from the heart, in imitation 
of Christ, then one’s actions have no choice but to radiate this. Her words serve as a window to 
her soul, allowing her life to continue to enlighten generations on a sacred journey. 
IV. “Little Queen” 
 Henri Ghéon paints an entertaining picture of the childhood of Thérèse Martin in his 
book, Secrets of the Saints. He brings to light the tragedy her family faced, losing four of nine 
children in between the ages of six months and six years, however beautiful balance is present in 
the fact that the five surviving daughters became nuns (cfr 150). Thérèse, the youngest, was 
worshipped by the Martin family. Ghéon recounts, “Everything she did was right, everything she 
did was clever, everything that happened to her was miraculous” (152). I cannot help but feel that 
this constant celebration in every action and attitude she possessed cultivated a spirit of strength 
and self confidence that could have conquered the world.  He reflects after his first review of The 
Story of a Soul by expressing his disinterest in St Thérèse and the praise she received from around 
the world. Certainly she was not the first to speak of “the way of the child” (Ghéon 139). Before 
her were St Francis of Assisi, the Curé of Ars and St Germaine. Although not discounting the 
incredible spiritual movement experienced by many, through the study of her life and writings, he 
did not find cause to follow this path. On page 137 he states, “Spiritual writers only restate in 
words, and saints only re-live in deeds, those things which Christ said and did.” How does one 
human compare to the greatness of Christ Jesus, he poses? None can out do the Savior. 
    
  Determined to look again at her autobiography, this time while exploring Alencon and 
Lisieux, he found a treasure in her work. “God himself, slipped a rare grace between the pages of 
her book… a grace immediately efficacious and capable by its very presence of opening hearts to 
her teaching” (137). Reading the honor he eventually bestowed upon St Therese was incredibly 
touching. His thought was moved from critical analysis to an admiring heart. Her life called him 
to a deeper place; beckoning his return to the childlike place where she felt we all encounter the 
Master. 
 
V. Humility 
 The pride of humans has often preceded our downfall and many spiritual teachers have 
warned against this excessive attitude. Thérèse possessed an innate understanding of this and 
clung to a humble existence, constantly offering herself up to God. She prayed her own sacrifice 
would be price enough to lead others to Jesus and grant their admission. I was moved with her 
clearly genuine love of God, her indestructible faith and ever present courage. I spent much time, 
while writing this paper, contemplating the idea of sainthood. She inspired me with her 
commitment to do all her physical body was able, and multiply its fruits ten fold with the work of 
her heart. There can not exist one without the other, faith without action or action without faith. 
She showed me that they feed each other intensely and at each experience new lessons were 
learned. 
 In reading some of the remembrances her sisters recorded, I found myself imagining her 
as a young girl, when she would call to her mother from the stairwell. Not one stair would be 
climbed without her mother’s response. Standing and waiting for the voice of her mother to call 
her closer. Just as she would place her foot on the next step, feeling a sense of accomplishment in 
her journey, the depth of her relationship with God was immediately challenged. Thérèse 
continued, with a beauty only humility can shine. Always in prayer, whether meditating on 
scripture, studying the teachings of another saint or simply through her own mind she maintained 
    
     
a constant vigil. Striving for purification, she acknowledged her imperfections and these 
continued to motivate her growth. In only twenty four years she reached a well of spiritual 
knowledge people spend their whole lives in search of. Thérèse taught me that it is not an 
intellectual search alone that will enlighten my heart and bring me to communion with the Divine. 
It is with pure intention and willingness to let my heart be molded in the spirit of Christ. 
 
*** Johanna O’ Connell 
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 In Divine Presence 
Standing on the edge of existence,  
The world spread out before him, 
Breathing in such pure possibility. 
Each wave that breaks upon the shore 
Releases a mesmerizing invitation; 
One that lures the soul. 
This ocean offers gentle redemption. 
So simple, so sweet. 
Let the weight of your heart be lifted, 
The cloud of your mind cleared 
And the joy of your spirit refreshed. 
Angel child, 
Remember this moment with your being 
And know. 
At the end of the earth my arms are forever welcoming. 
Beautiful spirit, I long to 
Rock you, slow and gentle, 
Soothe you, head to toe, 
And heal you, inside out. 
I love you. 
 
              Johanna O’Connell 
    
  
Falling in Love 
 
Your translucent limbs pluck and strobe me as the fullness of you, of your 
growth, of your existence, give way to the silent fears swimming in my heart. 
Will you be healthy? Will you be extraordinary? Will you love me? No one heard 
them save me but they echoed nonetheless. Through the oohs and ahhs of family 
and medical onlookers you twirled, danced and amazed them with your 
acrobatic skill. We all smiled in sheer delight of you, but the echoes persisted. 
You would be healthy and extraordinary – of that I was certain.  But what of me? 
What of my cry? Would you indeed love me? 
My answer came not in the way of words, revelation, or epiphany. No, my 
answer came in a simple, yet profound gesture of the highest caliber – a thumb’s 
up. With a smiling face and a fearless heart, you stretched forth your hand in 
majestic fashion and displayed your greatest feat to the audience before you. 
And what caused the doctor and your father to gasp in disbelief – tenderly and 
secretly – erased fear’s stain from my soul.  I was loved and now, I was free. I  
was free to love – and I’ve loved you ever since.  ***Selena Cochran 
    
  
A Student Parent 
 
 
 Being a parent is one of the most important jobs a person can have.   Few people 
would doubt that.   The life you bring into this world may someday change the world ---
for the better.  Because of this, it is so important to give your children the tools to become 
caring, responsible adults.  The choices I made to do this were simple.  I wanted to be an 
active part of their lives, so I was a stay-at-home mother for the first 10+ years of both 
my children’s lives.  
 I was in the military for the first year of my son’s life, so  that I found out quickly 
what it was to miss out on part of his growing up.  I missed seeing him walk for the first 
time, and other milestones along the way, and quickly realized that I needed to be a part 
of this miracle:  The ‘making’ of my child.   
Two years later, my daughter was born.  That glorious event added equal amounts 
of joy and responsibility. 
Choosing the stay-at-home route, I had to put my education on hold.  That was 
acceptable for the time being, I decided.   I felt that ‘at home’ was where I needed to be.  
I would, however, like to quantify my “staying at home.” 
  I did not just sit at home and wait for my children to return.  As my children got older, I 
volunteered for Sunday school, at their schools, I helped/ran Cub Scouts, Girl Scouts, and 
most anything that allowed me to be involved with my children and their friends.   My 
commitment to not ‘being on the sidelines’ of their growing up grew stronger as they 
grew older. 
  When my children were well entrenched in productive activities, friends and 
mindsets as they entered the preteen years, I felt they needed to be given  more 
independence. This was the time to evaluate our family’s goals, and I decided it was time 
for me to go back to school.  Don’t get me wrong: I wanted to continue to be a vital part 
of their everyday lives, but we all know that ‘strong roots’ and ‘strong wings’ go hand in 
hand as crucial gifts a parent can give each child.   
I have been going to school for almost three years, and let me tell you, it is 
HARD.  Not only is it hard to be the oldest student ---by far--- in ALL of my classes, but 
I have added pressure in that my children are watching everything I do.  They know the 
expectations I have for them, and they have the same for me.  I also have the issues of 
time-management.  I find it difficult to give up quality time with my children to study.  
To me it is invaluable to be an active force in their lives, especially now that they are 
teenagers.    There is always a ‘pull’ between my education and my family.  My children 
are not old enough to drive, so it is necessary for me to take them to all of their activities.  
This means that I have to be able to study and do homework ‘on the fly.‘  This can create 
problems with focus.  Sometimes I wish I had gone to college when I was young and 
before I became a parent.  That said, I’m honest enough with myself to realize that I 
simply was not READY to be a devoted student right out of high school.  
Being a parent, for me, is the job of a lifetime.  I truly will never find as much joy 
in any other aspect of my life as I have with raising my children!  I know it is important 
for me to go to school, get a job and do some things to better my life, and the lives of \ 
    
  
 
 
 
everyone in my family.  I just feel that sometimes people don’t realize what a 
commitment it is to be a parent.  I also think sometimes that people forget to find the joy  
 
 
 
in their children and forget just how important the job of a parent is.  There are many 
days when I feel like I am drowning with all the responsibilities of being a parent, a 
student and a wife, but then one of the kids will come over to me and give me a hug, and 
tell me how much they love me, and my heart feels like it will jump out of my chest.  
Those are the moments that make it all worthwhile and keep me afloat.   
And, afloat I will continue to be.  With a smile on my face, and---one day soon---
a degree in my hand.  As I take pride in my children, they do and will continue to take 
pride in me. 
 
                                                                                                             Mechele Timmons 
 
 
 
 
 
    
  
 
From Our Guest Essayist 
Remarkable 
 The search for his name took almost the entire pregnancy.  My husband Joe and I 
had discussed, thought over, and imagined over a dozen names for the little one that was 
to make us a family of three.  One website simply described “Massimo” as an Italian 
name that derived from the Latin name “Maximus” and that translated to “Max” in 
English.  Another website stated that “Massimo” meant “remarkable”.  When Massimo 
was finally born, we grew to appreciate (and still do every day) how fitting his name and 
its meaning is for him.  Of course, our pride and slight bias as Massimo’s parents may 
lead us to find amazement in almost everything he has done in the nine months of his life, 
but he has also been a driving force in many aspects of each of our personal and 
professional lives.   
 
 I had looked forward to taking on the role of motherhood for some time, and as 
the due date approached, fears of the unknown crept into my thoughts.  How could I 
possibly handle the responsibility of caring for and raising a child?  Could Joe and I 
continue to nourish our relationship and keep it strong enough to provide enough 
stability, love, and guidance for a child?  How was I to balance a family and completing 
my graduate work?  It had been some time since I consistently engaged in prayer, but my 
pregnancy motivated me to pray for the baby growing within me and for the strength to 
face the challenges ahead.   
 
    
     
 
 
The months following Massimo’s birth contained a number of significant life 
changes for us, including adapting to parenthood.  Joe was finishing up residency and 
began a new job.  We also moved from Philadelphia to Rochester, from an apartment at 
the heart of the city to a house in the suburbs.  In the meantime, I was wrapping up my 
graduate work by writing my dissertation, which followed me to Rochester and led me to 
feel as if I had left half of me in Philadelphia.  During the writing process, I was keenly 
aware of how little I could interact with Massimo.  I spent nearly two months locked up 
in the office in our vast new house that I couldn’t take a moment to enjoy.  Yet, 
throughout all of this, each time I spotted Massimo in his father’s arms, smiling at me 
through the window of the office door, I was pushed to work harder to finish.  Moreover, 
Massimo was a constant reminder of how amazing the world could be.  As Massimo 
grew and began to interact more, soaking up the world and all the information it 
contained, it was hard not to notice his absolute wonder with all that surrounded him.  
This was the kind of curiosity and interest that led many people, including me, to 
investigate the world around us and to pursue a career in science.  The innocent wisdom 
that Massimo possessed reminded me of the genuine interest in biomedical research that 
got lost under the pressures of my program requirements. 
 
Joe and I agree that despite his young age, Massimo is full of personality.  One 
smile or laugh can erase a bad day or change the mood of a room instantly.  We look 
forward to what he has to teach us, and how he’ll remind us of the important things in 
life.  We also have had wonder reawakened within us.  For Joe, Massimo’s birth and 
growth are unique and amazing, no matter how many other babies he has delivered or 
seen in his practice.  For me, the mysterious process that allows two cells to come 
together and develop into this beautiful little boy will remain just that—no matter how 
much scientific research reveals about us. 
 
      Cristina Cozzo Picca, Ph.D.
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INSPIRE 
 
 
 
Writing about inspiration is a daunting task, not the least because the word itself has been 
overused to the point of oblivion.  The temptation to include wonderful anecdotes of kind 
acts is great, but seems somehow to just borrow others’ inspiration.  Works of art, music 
and literature are described as “inspired,” as are our responses to them.  Clothiers, the 
auto industry, even furnishing gurus claim inspiration as their products’ genesis.  Even 
broadcast news is compelled to include inspiring moments for their viewers by 
highlighting members of the community (or the nation or globe) who have done more, 
shared more, given more of themselves in an uncommon manner or for an unusual cause.  
These can bring a tear or a smile, but rarely do they truly inspire, in the sense of 
prompting similar action or commitment.  Is this the true significance of the word, or has 
that been thoroughly obfuscated by its easy application to those caught in the midst of 
any emotional situation?  
           Those who know me best know that I consider my three dogs to be smarter than a 
large percentage of the general population, and their unconditional love for their people is 
a constant amazement to me.  However, while they may have many superior qualities, it 
is hard to promote them as “inspiring,” no matter how talented they are. And that is 
because their range of choices is severely limited; their goodness is somewhat inherent in 
their natures and does not come from outside inspiration.  Fundamentally, inspiration is 
an internal event, while recognition of it is an affirmation of faith, a proclamation of 
belief in the best in each of us.  And, in its truest sense, inspiration is also an assertion of 
the divine source of those qualities. 
 The word inspiration like so much of our language has Latin and Greek roots, and has a 
religious basis to its definition and use. Literally it means "God-breathed," focusing on 
the connotation of exhaling or breathing out.  Not only does it appear in scripture, some 
teachings tell us that, "[A]ll scripture is given by inspiration of God, and is profitable for 
doctrine, for reproof, for correction, for instruction in righteousness: that the man of God 
may be perfect, thoroughly furnished unto all good works" (2 Tim.16-17).  In some 
translations, the emphasis is on the word’s connotation as "divinely breathed into," while 
more modern English translations use "God-breathed" or "breathed out by God."   
Whatever the emphasis, inspiration avows the presence of a source greater than ourselves 
that calls us to be more, do more, give more than we thought we could.   It is the essence 
of our human nature that we can be inspired, again and again.  Whatever the tragedy, 
whatever the hardship, we have an inner resilience that pushes us to move beyond, to find 
     
      
what is better.  This ability to both inspire and be inspired is ours, a great gift of the 
human spirit that is meant to be shared. 
I could go on, but temptation is too strong.  Let me leave you with two inspiring stories 
that teach important life lessons.  The first inspires us not to pre-judge our fellow 
humans, while the second calls us to always acknowledge the service of each of us. 
One night, at 11:30 p.m., an older African American woman was standing on the side of 
an Alabama highway trying to endure a lashing rain storm. Her car had broken down and 
she desperately needed a ride.  Soaking wet she decided to flag down the next car. A 
young white man stopped to help her, generally unheard of in those conflict-filled ‘60s. 
The man took her to safety, helped her get assistance and put her into a taxicab.   She 
seemed to be in a big hurry, but wrote down his address and thanked him. Seven days 
went by and a knock came on the man's door. To his surprise, a giant console color TV 
was delivered to his home. A special note was attached. It read: 
"Thank you so much for assisting me on the highway the other night. The rain drenched 
not only my clothes, but also my spirits. Then you came along. Because of you, I was 
able to make it to my dying husband’s bedside before he passed away... God bless you 
for helping me and unselfishly serving others. Sincerely, Mrs. Nat King Cole.”              
(If you don’t know who Nat King Cole was, google and discover.) 
In the days when an ice cream sundae cost much less, a 10-year-old boy entered a hotel 
coffee shop and sat at a table. A waitress put a glass of water in front of him.  "How 
much is an ice cream sundae?" he asked. “Fifty cents," replied the waitress. The little boy 
pulled his hand out of his pocket and studied the coins in it.  "Well, how much is a plain 
dish of ice cream?" he inquired.  By now more people were waiting for a table and the 
waitress was growing impatient.  "Thirty-five cents," she brusquely replied.  The little 
boy again counted his coins. "I'll have the plain ice cream," he said. 
The waitress brought the ice cream, put the bill on the table and walked away. The boy 
finished the ice cream, paid the cashier and left. When the waitress came back, she began 
to cry as she wiped down the table. There, placed neatly beside the empty dish, were two 
nickels and five pennies. 
You see, he couldn't have the sundae, because he had to have enough left to leave her a 
tip. 
 
I hope you are sufficiently inspired to take a deep breath and make the most of the 
upcoming holiday season.  May it be spiritually rewarding, and may you find a way to 
inspire others. 
 
 
Carolyn S. Vacca, Ph.D. 
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Streets of Gold 
 
                
                                                                                                
Waking up morning after morning since then becomes somewhat of a depressing 
ritual. Showering then dressing, filling that sorry feeling in my stomach. There was still a 
void though; as there had been for the past eight months now. I still felt lost and helpless. 
Why her, why not me? I was hurt, but more so damaged by the loss. The 
paramedics worked their magic, but to no avail. The semi had hit right where she was 
sitting; there was nothing they could do. Thankfully for the sake of them, we had not yet 
had children; a child without a mother is nothing.  
It's been almost ten years now. Still I cannot move myself past that day. There 
have been others, but no one could come close like she did to me. I live my life day in, 
day out, friends and family by my side. They all say the grief still rests behind my eyes.  
Although I have never flirted with death itself, I always feel that urge to wonder 
what it will be like when we meet again. Will it be like when we first met, a flood of 
uncontrollable emotions, butterflies in the stomach, anxious to know her? Or will it be a 
joyous time filled with sadness that we both have now passed on? I always wonder with 
anticipation, and as much as I would like that time to come, I cannot wish my life away. 
Friends always ask how I have made it this far without her. I have because of her; she 
would want me to.  
Death. With it comes heaping sorrow; an afterlife with rejoicing happiness.  
My dreams and thoughts are filled with ideas about the day. It could be a place which 
only we know, a place for us. That city, the New Jerusalem became my new dream. 
Thoughts of the new life after death fill my mind. She could be dancing, waiting for me 
    
 to join her in this blissful land. I never got to say goodbye. Goodbyes are forever, and I 
knew that there would be another time.  
So vicious and destroying is that cancerous cell. It kills without knowing what it's 
killing. It devours life with simple movements, there is no stopping that creature. Most 
people would fight that venomous beast, battle it until they had claimed defeat. I was not 
most people. I knew what laid ahead for me, and there wasn’t much I was leaving behind. 
Some people choose to fight until they have won, and after suffering live a free 
life. Some choose to accept the circumstance and live a new life after death. I chose the 
latter. I was not that Lance Armstrong, I was a different breed. I, unlike most people, 
knew that I had something and someone waiting for me when I ended my life on earth.  
The doctors stood with undistinguishable looks upon their faces. I had told them 
my choice. They had persuaded me otherwise with optional chemotherapy or one in a 
million chance cures. This is nothing I would want to take part in. They kept telling me it 
was curable, I would not accept.  
I did not look at death as they did. For a while I was scared. Knowing Jesus was 
in my life changed that. He was given a sentence of death and freely accepted it so that 
we could go to heaven and have our life after death. I too was given that verdict and that 
is why I chose to accept. I knew what He had promised. I knew she would be there 
waiting to greet me, and He to welcome me home.  
It was that day, the last; there would be a new tomorrow. With the doctors 
standing over me they were bewildered. But, I think more amazed that somebody could 
have this much trust and assurance. There was no turning back now; I knew what I 
wanted and where I was going. 
    
 That last battle, last fight, and last stand. I felt that last blow, the hardest bite, and 
the strongest hit. It took me, deep, I was gone. There was victory for it, I did not claim 
defeat, I rejoiced.  
Sudden relaxation; like a rag doll, I felt nothing. Lightweight, pain free, confused, 
but I was relieved. That breakdown left me lying helpless. But I wasn’t, I was 
comfortable and secure. The first time since she has been gone. I was with strangers, but 
somehow I was alright.  
Everyone has been waiting for my arrival, as have I. This should feel weird and 
awkward, right? The opposite is true. Somehow there is peace, I am calm. There are no 
dancing fairies surrounding me and I am not dressed in a toga or robes, but I have on a 
fine suit for this dinner party occasion. There are a lot of us, everyone who has passed on 
this day. All of us are together, sitting. No one is talking, we don’t need to, we are 
content. This lounge is better than any five star hotel I have ever been in. The hosts seem 
to outnumber the guests and the food and drink are first class.  
Relaxing, I listen to the wood crackle, watching it burn away amongst the flames. 
For the first time since I have been here, I begin to wonder what lies ahead for my future. 
Where is the rest of this great city and what will I do next? I start to get up but am 
immediately stopped by a waitress who tells me that I need not strain myself, anything I 
need will be given. We exchange a few words; after I tell her what I have been thinking 
about, immediately the room transforms, I am the only one left.  
A man enters and sits next to me. He greets me with the warmest welcome. He 
does not introduce Himself. He is greater than any celebrity, more important than any 
    
 world figure, the most important leader; there is no need to. This emotion is the strongest 
and deepest I have ever felt. I am not nervous, but comforted and extremely eager.  
We talk, but at first the words are few, I don’t really know how to approach this 
man. I think, every night I lie and pray making a conversation, this is how I should 
proceed; it is not any different except I sit before Him. What seems like many hours later, 
we have passed through all of our discussion. I am astounded with all that I have heard. 
The one remark He made sticks in my head: “You always believed, never doubted, and 
now are rewarded.” 
We talk about her; this brings excitement to me. As quickly as He leaves, she is 
here, sitting next to me. It is us, finally. One look and I know that this is where I belong - 
with her. I begin to recount the last thirty years to her. She stops me to tell me that she 
already knows everything I will say. She was there, each day, watching, waiting, 
comforting, guiding, and guarding me. We hug and I am overcome with tranquility. He 
enters, she will be back later she says, and from now on it will be us again. There are 
never goodbyes.  
We leave and begin walking. I don’t know where to, but I never have to wonder 
anymore. I am finally here, walking down these Streets of Gold, with Him.   
 
*** Walter Casper IV 
 
 
 
 
 
    
 Broken No More 
 
Abused, broken and persecuted. That’s who I was when I found it. Brilliantly stained a plush purple 
velvet, adorned with luscious linings of silver and gold---it was indeed a robe fit for a king. Studded with 
nature’s most pristine jewels, it shone like heaven’s stars. Yes, it was beautiful and perfectly fit for a 
king…or so I thought. 
 
Its very sight beguiled me. Its very touch enticed me, beckoned me. Is it not written that ye are 
Gods? That you can indeed do all things? Hard to argue with truth. Clever little thing, isn’t it? 
 
Hmm, it felt good. Fit for a queen—fit for me. Is it not written that ye are Gods? Truth is truth. 
Clever little thing, isn’t it? Ensnared in the suffocating stench of self-deification, I was blind to the 
talons emerging behind me. Gnarled, acerbic claws delved into my flesh. My mind. And my soul. Pain 
erupted within me. Pleasure coursed throughout me. Wave after wave, torturous lusts assaulted me---
viciously, relentlessly. I was bound, weak and dying. This was who I was. This was what I wanted, wasn’t 
it? 
 
But in the pit of me, in the depths of me, I hankered for something more. Yes, deep within me, I 
cried out for something more. But what? I had all I needed, didn’t I? 
 
Abused, broken and persecuted. That’s who I was when I found it. Wasn’t much to look—that other 
robe. It was plain, simple and drab. Ugly is what I called it. Talon-less, colorless and utterly 
unappealing. Yes, ugly is what I called it. Still, I had nothing to lose. 
 
Plain, simple and drab. Wasn’t much to see—that other robe. Ugly is what I called it. But ugly is 
what I was. Blinded no more by destructive pleasures of self-reliance, I saw scars of every shape and 
wounds of every kind. I was bleeding. I was dying. This is who I was when I found it. 
 
Cloaked in the power of its simplicity and wrapped in the arms of its truth, I could deny my putrid 
state no longer. Hungry, thirsty and desperate for something more, I cried out from a pain I’ve never 
known. I cried out with a passion not my own. 
 
I wept and my soul rested. I wept and my heart lifted. I wept and I was made whole. 
 
Abused, broken, and persecuted. That’s who I was when I found it—that other robe. 
 
Yes, that’s who I was. 
 
Selena Cochran 
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 Elizabeth Bishop and the Modern Miraculous: 
 "Filling Station" and Some Sources 
 
 
 David Sanders, Ph.D. 
  
 
 "Where there is great love," says Willa Cather’s Jean Latour in Death Comes for the Archbishop, 
"there are always miracles. . . . The Miracles of the Church . . . rest not so much upon power coming suddenly . 
. . from far off, but on our perceptions being made finer, so that for a moment our eyes can see and our ears can 
hear what is there about us always" (50).  In this modern view, a miracle bespeaks the sudden perception or 
recognition of a power immanent in the world rather than one thrust into ordinary affairs—an idea closer to the 
showing forth of the Greek “epiphany” than the wonder or marvel of the Latin “miraculum.”  The modernity of 
Cather’s definition lies also, I believe, in its emphasis on human perception, directing us more toward the 
experience of the miraculous rather than the underlying nature of the miracle itself.  Accordingly, Cather’s 
Latour, priest though he is, leaves richly ambiguous whether the “great love” required by the miracle is God’s 
or our own, and while the divinity of  the “power . . . about us always” is clearly implied, it is never explicitly 
named. 
 I have taken this passage from Cather as my point of reference because it defines so well an aspect of 
Bishop’s verse that I wish to discuss here: namely, the sense of something wondrous, even miraculous, 
breaking out from otherwise ordinary experience and operating by means of human perception rather than by 
altering the world of material objects and operations.  By calling such perceptions “miracles,” Cather’s text also 
points to another feature central to Bishop: the way in which a modernist vision of experience, highly personal 
and subjective in nature, is nonetheless shaped by traditional, theological models. [ creating a “moral universe” 
that is,  as William Logan describes it, “agnostically divined.”]  It is perhaps less surprising to find such 
vestiges of traditional theology in a poet who, for all her skeptical and agnostic modernity, nonetheless 
identified George Herbert and Gerard Manley Hopkins, both Christian devotional poets, as two of her strongest 
formative influences. In this essay I focus mainly on "Filling Station," from Questions of Travel, because the 
experience transformed  poem there is made ordinary to a comic degree, and  because, more pointedly than 
most of Bishop’s poems, this one exposes two of the literary and theological roots of her secularized miracles.   
    
  As the title "Filling Station" suggests, the poem’s action is anchored solidly in a visible and palpable 
world. Yet, through the narrator’s observations  and language, it moves deftly into a world immaterial and 
unseen: from commerce and labor to love.  The setting is vivid and, though there are characters, there are no 
actions.  Or, rather, as the present-tense narration of the poem suggests, there is no ongoing, developing action. 
What acts there are—the acts that interest the poem’s speaker—are not those going on as she observes, acts we 
might easily imagine at a filling station in operation.  Those that capture her are those underlying the observed 
scene, acts that explain the arrangement of things before her eyes, and behind those the deeper arrangement of 
forces in the world itself. 
 For this speaker, so down-to-earth and wry in tone as she is, this ordinary scene is an emblematic 
tableau, whose own implicit narrative is its connection to a larger, emcompassing plot of suffering and 
redemption which measures the scope of earthly experience.  Her description of this mid-20th-century filling 
station shows life with its full portion of dirt and toil—a  grubby life which, for the speaker, is relieved and by 
touches of beauty, even uplifted and redeemed by the care and love that put them there: 
Oh, but it is dirty! 
--this little filling station, 
oil-soaked, oil-permeated 
to a disturbing, over-all 
black translucency. 
Be careful with that match! 
 
Father wears a dirty, 
oil-soaked monkey suit 
that cuts him under the arms, 
and several quick and saucy 
and greasy sons assist him 
(it's a family filling station), 
all quite thoroughly dirty. 
 
    
 Do they live in the station? 
It has a cement porch 
behind the pumps, and on it 
a set of crushed and grease- 
impregnated wickerwork; 
and on the wicker sofa 
a dirty dog, quite comfy. 
 
Some comic books provide 
the only note of color-- 
of certain color. They lie 
upon a big dim doily 
draping a taboret 
(part of the set), beside 
a big hirsute begonia. 
 
Why the extraneous plant? 
Why the taboret? 
Why, oh why, the doily? 
(Embroidered in daisy stitch 
with marguerites, I think, 
and heavy with gray crochet.) 
   
These are five of the poem's six stanzas, and up to this point the speaker has given us a sketch of human life 
steeped in dirt and grease, including the naive efforts to beautify it seen in the plant and doily on the taboret.  
Just what the speaker thinks or feels about these "extraneous" details isn't at once clear.  But they, daring to be 
useless, compel her attention, as we hear in the acceleration of stanza five: "Why the . .  plant? / Why the 
taboret? / Why, oh why, the doily?" 
 Then, in a final stanza, the repeated "Somebody's" trace a dawning realization: 
    
 Somebody embroidered the doily. 
Somebody waters the plant, 
or oils it, maybe. Somebody 
arranges the rows of cans 
so that they softly say: 
Esso--so--so--so 
to high-strung automobiles. 
Somebody loves us all. 
 
Without directly addressing the question "why," the actions behind these facts provide an answer. For, these 
efforts to beautify, small as they are, express a part of our that humanity that refuses to be wholly obscured by 
all the dirt and oil, fulfilling the “translucency” of that “overall black[ness].” Naively resisting the utility that 
has cast its film over every filling-station feature that the speaker can see, these facts reveal a love visible only 
in its effects. And as these caring actions are registered as present and ongoing—not only has "Somebody 
embroidered" but "Somebody waters" and "Somebody / arranges"—we feel a continuing concern for other 
creatures and for beauty itself that reaches even to the realm of toil, stacking cans of motor oil in a way that 
might soothe esthetic sensibilities as the "so-so-so" once calmed literal horsepower.i 
 In the final line--"Somebody loves us all"--this mundane, grimy scene, made somewhat comic to this 
very point, subtly breaks open. What emerges from all these caring actions, as if finding recognition and 
touching a ready earnestness in the speaker herself, gains its proper name: "Somebody loves us all."  Seeing 
that power in such small things here makes it visible in each of our lives. At the same time, no matter who the 
various somebodies loving each of us may be, Bishop's grammar also allows for, even pushes us toward a 
"Somebody" able to love "us all"--a single source behind the countless acts of caritas that humanize a world. 
 Such moments of vision uplifting a world of pain and sorrow recur throughout Bishop. In "The Fish," 
for example, the speaker's exacting observations, at first rather detached, slowly change the fish—with “his 
brown skin hung in strips / like ancient wallpaper” and  “the irises” of his eyes “ backed . . . / with tarnished 
tinfoil”—from an alien oddity to a fellow survivor of life's ordeals, with “a five-haired beard of wisdom,” made 
from “five big hooks” and “five old pieces of fish-line,” “trailing from his aching jaw.” With an obliqueness is 
characteristic of Bishop, it may almost seem that the fish, which has not struggled, may have allowed itself to 
    
 be caught for the sake of this revelation—as if, like the idea it engenders in the speaker’s imagination, it was 
waiting to be found. Certainly the poem keeps its focus explicitly on the act of seeing that has driven the 
narrative, as it concludes: 
I stared and stared 
and victory filled up  
the little rented boat, 
from the pool of bilge 
where the oil had spread a rainbow 
around the rusted engine 
to the bailer rusted orange, 
the sun-cracked thwarts, 
the oarlocks on their strings, 
the gunnels--until everything 
was rainbow, rainbow, rainbow! 
And I let the fish go. 
 
One does not eat one's angels of insight.. 
 "The Moose" describes a bus trip westward from day into night--symbolically, our common human 
journey toward sunset.  Here, as darkness enfolds the passengers, their talk becomes quieter, more intimate, 
involving memories of all the varied ills that flesh is heir to: 
deaths, deaths and sicknesses; 
the year he remarried; 
the year (something) happened.  
She died in childbirth. 
That was the song lost 
when the schooner foundered. 
 
He took to drink. Yes. 
She went to the bad. 
    
 When Amos began to pray 
even in the store and 
finally the family had 
to put him away. 
 
“Yes . . .” that peculiar  
affirmative. “Yes . . .” 
A sharp, indrawn breath 
half groan, half acceptance, 
that means “Life’s like that. 
We know it (also death).” 
And into the litany of suffering, heartache, and death, recalled and recited, grown familiar and accepted, comes 
the moose, standing in the road. Not only her sheer bulk, but her innocence and trust, her apparent curiosity and 
her curious-ness, have the power, it seems, to arrest this journey and renew freshness, wonder, spontaneity 
among the travelers; even more, to convert the commonality of their suffering into a moment of communal joy. 
And so, just as the passengers on the bus are settling into sleep, as if in acceptance of their suffering and loss, it 
happens: 
--Suddenly the bus driver 
stops with a jolt, 
turns off his lights. 
 
A moose has come out of 
the impenetrable wood 
and stands there, looms rather, 
in the middle of the road. 
It approaches; it sniffs at 
the bus's hot hood. 
 
    
 Towering, antlerless, 
high as a church, 
homely as a house 
(or, safe as houses). 
A man's voice assures us 
"Perfectly harmless. . . ." 
 
Some of the passengers 
exclaim in whispers, 
childishly, softly, 
"Sure are big creatures." 
"It's awful plain." 
"Look! It's a she!" 
 
Taking her time, 
she looks the bus over, 
grand, otherworldly. 
Why, why do we feel 
(we all feel) this sweet 
sensation of joy? 
 
"Curious creatures," 
says our driver, 
rolling his r's. 
"Look at that, would you." 
Then he shifts gears. 
For a moment longer, 
 
    
 by craning backward, 
the moose can be seen 
on the moonlit macadam; 
then there's a dim 
smell of moose, an acrid 
smell of gasoline. 
 
The shifting of gears, the smell of musk and gasoline, the need to turn backward for a last glimpse of the moose 
in moonlight, all confirm the readiness of the mundane to close over such moments of illumination.  
But,however fleeting, its effect was felt, changing their various recognitions of life as a vale of tears into this 
shared moment of of dumbfounded joy. Nor does the blandness of the passengers’s observations contradict the 
power of that moment, for, just as the bus is stopped in its trip through the night, they are arrested from their 
reveries and sleep, their attention wholly taken by this creature large, alive, and innocent, unaware of its own 
mortality, spared the burden of their knowledge and memories.  Like "The Fish," "The Moose" describes an 
opening in ordinary experience through which we feel a more-than-ordinary power working within and through 
it. Suggestively, the creature that interrupts this mundane journey is "Towering . . ./high as a church," 
"otherworldly." In "The Fish," the oilslick prism in the rowboat shouts "rainbow, rainbow, rainbow!"—that  
dramatic emblem of God's continuing love in the Book of Genesis. 
 For those at the right angle to the light, "Filling Station" also takes us back to Genesis and the curse of 
labor that so largely defines our relation to earth. There, after Eve and Adam's disobedience in the Garden, the 
dust from which God had "fashioned a human" being (2.7) becomes our end as well as our beginning, and the 
place of pain. "Cursed be the soil for your sake," says the Lord. "With pangs shall you eat of it all the days of 
your life/ . . ./till you return to the soil./ . . ./ For dust you are/ and to dust shall you return" (3.17-19)  Earth, in 
effect, becomes dirt, and we become dirty, an inheritance passed from generation to generation as, in Bishop's 
poem, the filling station's grease and dirt covers father and sons. But Genesis also shows the ongoing love and 
care that mitigate this suffering with the continuing possibility of joy. Not only are we still sustained as living 
creatures; we have still the gift of love and desire--of finding beauty in each other. Adam's original  joy in his 
new companion, Eve--"Bone of my bones/ and flesh of my flesh" (3.17)--is never cancelled, but survives from 
the Creation to the present, as the narrator reminds his readers and hearers: "And so a man leaves his father and 
    
 mother and is united to his wife, and they become one flesh" (2.24). In the Hebrew myth, the blessings of 
Creation do not cease with the entry of pain and death, but remain in the beauty and wonder we continue to find 
in each other and the world itself.ii 
 There is a long tradition of American writing derived from the English Romantics that asserts the 
power of wonder and beauty to redeem ordinary experience, even treating these sensations as a sign of the 
heightened responsiveness that“see[s] into the life of things,” as if to restore the world’s original “glory and 
freshness.”iii  Wordsworth’s fully empowered man is one whose “heart leaps up when I behold a rainbow in 
the sky” (Norton 137, 189, 187).iv Keats has perhaps come closest to formulating this faith in the 
experience of beauty as a touchstone for life’s fullness when he says, “What the imagination seizes as 
Beauty must be truth,” comparing “The Imagination . . . to Adam’s dream—he awoke and found it truth” 
(Norton 829).v  While anticipating Bishop’s secularized miracles, both these poets also divulge the mythic 
source of their shared vision. For, just as Wordsworth uses the sign by which Noah found assurance of 
God’s love, so Keats uses Adam’s desire for Eve as paradigm for the experience of wonder and beauty—
for the attraction and connection to other creatures without which we are unfulfilled, the world barren, and 
the Creation incomplete.vi 
 For Bishop, however, Gerard Manley Hopkins offers a still more immediate connection. When we 
understand the pull that Hopkins exerted on Bishop's poetic sensibility, especially as it emerged during her 
undergraduate years at Vassar College, it is difficult not to notice parallels in their poetic strategies and even 
verbal echoes in particular poems. For Hopkins, unlike Bishop, the revelations are doctrinally Christian: the 
plunging and soaring windhover is the  crucified and risen Jesus, even the Christ militant of the Jesuit order. 
But in Hopkins, such emblematic equivalents are overshadowed by the process of perception and discovery.  In 
"The Windhover," for example,  the images of "plow down sillion" turning the soil and of "blue-bleak embers" 
that "gash gold-vermillion" do reflect such traditional Christian paradoxes as glory in humility and dying into 
life.  But more immediately, they dramatize the very experience of things breaking open to reveal something 
marvelous beneath familiar surfaces. 
 Indirectly, at least, Bishop confesses the importance of Hopkins as a model in  her Vassar Review 
article of 1934, "Gerard Manley Hopkins: Notes on Timing in his Poetry." She does so more directly in a letter 
to Donald Stanford the year before,  where she offers the remarks of a contemporary critic, M.W. Croll, on 
    
 Baroque prose writers as "perfectly describ[ing] the sort of poetic convention I should like to make for myself 
(and which explains, I think, some of  Hopkins)." In the passage Bishop quotes, Croll describes writers who  
"portray, not a thought, but a mind thinking . . . They knew that an idea separated from the act of experiencing it 
is not the idea that was experienced.  The ardor of its conception in the mind is a necessary part of its truth" 
(One Art 12). 
 In his sonnet, “God's Grandeur," Hopkins not only displays that ardor of conception Bishop so 
admires; he expends it on the very thematic elements from which Bishop would craft "Filling Station”—
though, as we have seen, she would complicate that passion with subtle forms of detachment, irony, and 
whimsy.  In the sonnet, Hopkins argues that God's grandeur rests largely in the capacity for renewal felt 
throughout nature, which demonstrates God's refusal to abandon a fallen world and the inexhaustible love 
always ready to refresh our dulled spirits with the sensation of beauty: 
 
  GOD'S GRANDEUR 
The world is charged with the grandeur of God. 
  It will flame out, like shining from shook foil; 
  It gathers to a greatness, like the ooze of oil 
Crushed.  Why do men then now not reck his rod? 
Generations have trod, have trod, have trod; 
  And all is seared with trade; bleared, smeared with  toil; 
  And wears man's smudge and shares man's smell; the soil 
Is bare now, nor can foot feel, being shod. 
 
And for all this, nature is never spent; 
 There lives the dearest freshness deep down things; 
And though the last lights off the black West went 
  Oh, morning, at the brown brink eastward, springs-- 
Because the Holy Ghost over the bent 
  World broods with warn breast and with ah! bright wings. 
    
  
 Hopkins takes us back to Genesis in two ways.  His final image has the Holy Ghost hovering over the 
dark world as Christian myth places it over the original void at the Creation. More centrally, his poem makes 
the curse of labor the evident badge of our fallen natures. As Hopkins retraces the same plot of curse and 
redemption plot, one can easily imagine his language becoming part of Bishop's poetic alchemy. There is of 
course something about Hopkins' generality ("Generations have trod"; "Nature is never spent") that links his 
world of trade more with his own 19th-century industrial landscapes  than with Bishop's homier workplace. So 
too, the verbal idiom and concrete detail of Bishop's filling station--its "cement porch," "pumps," and Esso 
cans--all belong to the 20th century.  At the same time, its "overall black translucency," with Father's "dirty / 
oil-soaked monkey suit" and "greasy sons . . . / all quite thoroughly dirty," declare its place in Hopkins'  fallen 
world "bleared, smeared with toil"—a world that "wears man's smudge and share's man's smell.”  And do not  
Hopkin's "oil/soil/toil" rhymes ring, both in spirit and in fact, through Bishop's "oil-soaked, oil-permeated" 
scene? 
 But such details only confirm what is more central and essential in this overlap of poetic sensibilities. 
Bishop's "Somebody loves us all" hints at a divine presence that stands behind and informs the human caring 
that can lighten the burdens of toil. In typically modern fashion, a divine "presence" seems to enter and hover, 
changing the light. But it remains ambiguous, suspected, at most obliquely identified. Yet, his own modernity 
anticipating Bishop's, Hopkins also merges this experience of divine power so closely with his perception of 
natural events that, in the language of his mentor Wordsworth, the two become "deeply interfused."vii In "God's 
Grandeur," it is not simply that the grandeur of God manifests itself in the wondrous richness of a physical 
world.  That is an old idea in Christian theology and Hebrew scripture. What is more original and modern in 
Hopkins is that his language the perceived truth as  shaped by the act of perception. In this sonnet, the climactic 
recognition of the Holy Ghost follows the eye which detects the first rays of dawn: 
And though the last lights off the black West went 
  Oh, morning, at the brown brink eastward, springs-- 
Because the Holy Ghost over the bent  
  World broods with warm breast and with ah! bright wings. 
 
    
     
Notice here how the immediacy of feeling and perception overtakes the logic of revealed truth. As Hopkins 
already knows, the light returns after the darkness "because" of the Holy Ghost; and what a wondrous thing that 
is, his interjected "Oh" insists.  But that is not all. As he completes the conventional idea of divine spirit as 
brooding dove with "warm breast," the first light of day seems to enter the moment of utterance, and  the dove 
unfurls its wings, the thought finding form--"ah!"—just as the speaker sees the rays of dawn, whether in his 
actual or his mind's eye. Not only has thought become narrative, unfolding in the real time of utterance—
something Elizabeth Bishop had admired in Hopkins;  thought is also prompted directly by observation and 
completes itself as it could have done only by following the eye. 
 Bishop's "Filling Station" may be more a departure from Hopkins' sonnet than an imitation or tribute. 
Such is the way of poets. Yet I find myself fancying that Bishop's opening line--"Oh, but it is dirty!"--picks up 
where Hopkins' poem leaves off, not only by sounding the note of a soiled world, but by alerting the eye, telling 
us that what we need to know will take some seeing. She wrestles with the same problems of our human 
condition that Hopkins does, though only when she names a "Somebody" who "loves us all" do we begin to 
consider a divine power behind the redemptive actions here.  And if that power remains uncertainly divine, 
something has been glimpsed that she calls love, that lightens the burden of  mortality, that touches and 
connects us all, and warrants our gratitude and wonder. Bishop does not affirm this redemptive power by 
turning away from a materialist culture toward the natural world, as Hopkins does in "God's Grandeur."  She 
shows it working within that culture, inhabiting the same 20th-century workplace that she renders with 
unflinching, even hyperbolic, fidelity. But, as with Hopkins, this redemptive force, though always at work, is at 
suddenly felt anew, a moment of illumination rising from that “overall black translucency”—a  heightened 
perception accompanied by excitement or joy. It is hardly surprising that the poet, in opening to such moments, 
should find other poems flowing in as well. 
       
Notes 
                                                 
i In a letter to John Frederick Nims, who was reprinting some of her poems in an anthology, Bishop 
explains that “so-so-so was—perhaps still is in some places—the phrase people use to calm and soothe 
horses” (One Art 638).  
ii Aptly, this sequence—the love between parents and child, followed by the love of man and woman who 
in turn become parents—reveals love as a natural and primary consolation for mortal pain and loss, though 
at this point in Eden death exists only in God’s warning to Adam. In addition, while Chapter 2 emphasizes 
the man’s desire, Chapter 3 explicitly extends it to the woman, where God’s curse makes it both a 
compensation and a source for the pain of labor in the now complicated Creation:  “in pain shall you bear 
your children. And for your man shall be your longing . .  .” (3.16). 
iii  Wordsworth’s most explicit and discursive expression of this idea is found in his “Prospectus to The 
Recluse” (42-71) (Norton 204). 
iv These quotations come from “Tintern Abbey,” the “Intimations Ode,” and “My Heart Leaps Up.” 
v  Keats says this in a letter (November 22, 1817) to his friend, Benjamin Bailey. 
vi Other English Romantics also claim the mind’s own capacity to restore an original luster to the world.  In 
The Marriage of Heaven and Hell (Plate 14), Blake says, “If the doors of perception were cleansed every 
thing would appear to man as it is, infinite” (Norton 60). In A Defence of Poetry, Shelley clearly alludes to 
God’s original Creation in describing what poetry can accomplish: “poetry defeats the curse which binds us 
. . .  It makes us inhabitants of a world to which the familiar world is a chaos” (Norton 763). Keats, we 
should note, is thinking of Milton’s version of the Eden story (Paradise Lost 8.452-90), which adds a 
dream to Adam’s “deep slumber” and longing for a companion found in Genesis. 
vii  This phrase is from l. 96 of “Tintern Abbey” (Norton 138). In many specific ways, Hopkins’ poem is 
modeled on another Wordsworth poem—a sonnet, “The World is Too Much With Us”—adhering closely 
not only to its theme and structure, but to many features of poetic strategy and technique. 
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